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DITORIAL 


Because the sexually liberated people of this country deserve 
more and better erotic type literature and pictures to enjoy . . . To 
counter the righteous hypocrital groundswill of sexual repression 
presently growing in this country . . . To assert the constitutional 
rights of our artists and writers to print and peddle any form of 
artistic and literary greul that they wish .. . To make a bundle... . 
Mainly to make a bundle, we have decided to inaugurate yet 
another New York pornzine, KISS. Each week, KISS promises to 
totally wreck your libido with the perviest photographs, the most 
dissolute drawings, and the purplest prose and poetry our sex- 
crazed staff can jerk up. Our redeeming social significance resides 
in this intention, to bring you the best jerk-off and rake-off lite- 
rature and pictures in the country, at a price easily affordable by 
all. We welcome comments and submissions from our readers, 
especially from women, since we have few women on our staff, 
and faggots, because we have no faggots at all, yet: tell us what 
you want to see and read about, and we'll try to slap it together 
for you. We want to make KISS the finest fuck-and-fantasy 
fanzine in history, because that's the way to make the biggest 
bundle of them all. 

ж ж * 

This business of making bundles is just what it sounds like: the 
exploitation and manipulation of sexual pecularities for financial 
gain. Beyond some few holy men and terminal speed freaks, there 
is no human who is free of sexual pecularity of some variety, be 
it toe-sucking, virgin-flogging or lipstick-cigarette-butt-collecting. 
Peculiarity is unavoidable, given the human condition, and its 
expression in a harmless peculiar activity, such as jerking off, is 
in no wise to be impugned. Now, one of the common properties of 
all pecularities is that they beg to be exploited. Free pornography, 
distributed perhaps by the state or by some philunthropic concern, 
would be the dryest of dry fucks. One of the great enjoyments of 
being perverted is the knowledge that someone, somewhere, is 
making a bundle out of it. Therefore, we here on the KISS staff 
have no qualms about aiming for a well bundle out of this thing—we 
could rationalise that we’re performing a public service by wreck- 
ing the porn racket by making porn available at popular prices, but 
that would be insufferably moralistic of us—and it’d be dishonest 
of us if we didn’t admit this. 

Of course, exploiting this racket means competing with other 
pornzines like SCREW and the New York Review of Sex. We'll do 
our damndest to make KISS a hornier paper than either of these, 
but we'd like it known that wethink SCREW, at least, is an excel- 
lent paper. It is with great sadness that we cut into SCREW’s 
market. We only hope that those of you who read SCREW will 
continue to do so, right along with KISS, and that those who haven’t 
yet read SCREW will correct this error at the earliest opportunity. 
This world is certainly big enough, the sexual appetites certainly 
hungry enough, to accomodate two pornzines. As for the New York 
Review of Sex, we have looked upon this sheet and found it deadly 
dull and conventional—not to mention its weekly gossip columa, 
which could seriously impair the Movement as a whole if anyone 
took it seriously. As for Pleasure, it has a ways yet to go before 
it raises our hardons. 

жож ж 
Now, about that groundswill of sexual repression ... No sooner 
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was the Eisenhower/Nixon regieme rung into office in 1952 than 
a multitude of grossities were perpetrated upon the American 
citizen in the name of Decency and Moraltiy and just general 
Goodthink. At that time, note ye, there was really nothing much 
for the Decency Crusaders to bitch about, they just BITCHED, 
because they knew they could get away with it. There is an aura 
about such Supermarket Fundamentalists as Nixon that encourages 
Decency-prone people to rush about noisily laying their trip on 
everyone. 

This is KISS' official editorial policy on the question of Decency 
Crusading: the majority of the American people, of any people, 
enjoy and thrive best in an atmosphere of sexual liberation. There 
exists today a small but vocal minority of Decent People who 
can never rest happily until everyone else conforms to whatever 
straight-laced, upstanding sexual conventions this minority advo- 
cates. The minority is forever fouling up the majority with Decency 
Crusades and Anti-Marijuana Drives and all type bummer shit 
like that. The majority goes along with it because, just up till 
lately, no ne was about to admit he was a sex freak. 

Now, though, we think the time is ready for all men of good 
conscience to come to terms with whatever their pecularities may 
be and admit them, publish them, embrace them, celebrate them 
and just generally groove on them. LET NO DECENCY FREAK 
TELL YOU WHAT TO DO OR READ OR THINK! Would you 
want a sock freak telling you to be a sock freak? Would you want a 
flog nut telling you to flog him, or be flogged by him? Would you 
want a corset fiend to tie you in a corset all day every day? Well, 
why let a decency freak talk you into decency? DON’T LET THEM 
LAY THEIR TRIP ON YOU! 

If they bust us, bust them. If they rail against us, rail against 
them. We and the guys at SCREW are sticking our necks out 
for you; if they tromp down on us, we'll need more than us your 
lousy thirty cents or whatever KISS costs. For us, we'd rather go 
to jail and be done with it than have the Decency freaks tell us 
what sort of stuff we can jerk off to. If you let them do that, 
you're in jail to begin with. 

One more thing. On the staff of KISS we flatter ourselves that 
we have the finest and most perverted underground artists and 
writers available. However, the full range of human sexual pheno- 
mena is too broad and varied for us to cover, so we welcome any 
assistance our readers can give us. If you have some wierd shit in 
your head, write it out and send it to us. If you've made some 
far-out scenes, immortalize them on the pages of KIISS. If you're 
gal, tell us about the homo/lesbo scene. If you're a woman, help 
us work up some good beefcake: tell us what sort of males you 
like to see, in what positions, wearing what garments, engaged in 
which activities. And send us photos. From time to time, we plan 
to offer Homemade Cheesecake Competitions with prizes for the 
winners. One thing you might do, if you have attractive kids, is 
send us pictures of them. Pedophilia is about the roughest of all 
perversions to successfuly depict, photographically, simply because 
it really drives people up the wall. But if you can send us erotic 
photos of your own kids, with signed release forms, we can in- 
augurate a weekly Tinybop section. Aside from this, we welcome 
all submissions of a dirty nature, and will publish as much of it 
as we have room for. 
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DEAR MOM, 


Yeah, screwing the old-fashioned way, one male on top of one fe- 
male, it did have a certain something. With the reverse position for 
those nifty-keen thrill moments only, wow! Where did it all go, who 
are the flower children who deny themselves their own creations and 
what the hell are we doing with a new steeplechase morality which 
only goes one way and has to wind up at the end of the big ma- 
chined racetrack? The days of Girls, Good or Bad are gone now, but 
what is taking its place? . . . | thought that people were supposed 
to change, not the accommodating nature of natural orifices, as a re- 
sult of a new permissiveness. So far, the scene looks as hypocritical 
as it ever was. Now, there are Boys, and Girls, and Playmates, and 
Lovers, and Friends, and Queens and Bulls and Baby-Love and still, 
nobody is getting down on it together. 

It may not have been any more truthful then, but it was easier. 
You “did it” and It was a No-No and you had done something im 
moral and therefore you got a big thrill out of it. Now it is ok to do 
it, so long as you don't get sick or hurt, and especially you should 
be able to walk down the street the next day and wave at him: Where 
is the thrill? Except in somehow still managing to break a taboo, to 
make something which has its own set of morality and break into 
the area of im-morality and profane the activity. What is profane 
anymore, what is not-right? This is a world of indifference and amo- 
rality and | don't think | like it any better. 

What is sex but a stab at eroticism, and what is eroticism but a 
way of losing one's self, one's identity—of achieving the fear of 
death. Death is not when you get hurt because he was a metaphorical 
prick instead of a physical one; death is when you stop being. you 
because you no longer exist. That's why fucking has always been 
called “the little death” because you, that which = you, dies a little 
during the action. End of sermonized hard-thought play period. 

Now, to make sex an affective experience, you have to affect some- 
one. lf there is no thrill in just doing it, because it is now OK and 
officially sanctioned, then the thril! has to come from finding some- 
thing to do which does affect the other people involved. You can 
either say, i love you and that's why |’m fucking you: to be with you. 
Or you can try revelation through hurting, humiliation. You can try 
destruction of the other person, and hope the fear principle is still 
in operation. Viva, in Nude Restaurant, says, “Every heterosexual 
man | know is a sadist.” Sex is supposed to be a good thing. these 
days, but how can it be if everyone is so intent on not getting hurt, 
or emotionally damaged. So one takes it on himself (or herself) to 
get through to the other one(s) by hurting. And then physical pain 
becomes a matter of thresholds, so it requires more, and more, and 
soon you have a whole lot of people whose asses hurt, and so do the 
soles of their feet and their assholes and maybe their lips and maybe 
even their cunts, and still, what do you have? Skin gets calloused, 
in the end. ў 

Everyone is so intent оп revolution, maybe they ought to sacrifice 
— an anachronistic word in a time when people don't even sacrifice 
time to turn information into knowledge — their own free-form 
pleasures and start all over again with the basic human experience 
in order to figure out a new basis for existence, and co-existence. 

Sex is common to all life, but it is eroticism which is peculiar to 
human beings. Otherwise, why have standards of beauty or attrac- 
tiveness? Why have one experience count more than another so long 
as you come at the end of all of them. As a matter of fact, why have 
an experience when you can't come, if it is all the same? So agreed, 
all sex for all people includes some emotional factors. (Leaving aside 
for the moment all drugs and shit which also affect physical ability). 
Also agreed that ritual is not habit, and sex the same way, same 
time, same person, same channel every time is a bore. But can't 
people find it within themselves to change their partners through 
regeneration instead of just moving on to a new partner? Maybe if 
they each told the other what was happening, and really risked some 
pain or humiliation, they could find new things together instead of 
apart. Sex is becoming a process whereby one person does to an- 
other and then the other returns the favor like a fucking tennis match. 
Now | put.my head between your legs and you put your fingers in 
my asshole and then you strap this piece of rubber on and ІЛІ swallow 
this pill and we'll watch each other as we pee on the toilet and 
maybe lick up the piss and Oh wow! Ma never it this god with 
Dad just ramming it home. They should have experimented more, 


they should have tried it with red gunk and wine all over their bodies, 
licking it off, scraping it off with their nails and digging rings into 
each other's skin. How else did they know someone else was there. 

... | don't know: because | like to lick wine off someone's warm 
and pretty skin, and | get a charge out of all the rest of it too... 
and sometimes three or four or more isn't a crowd, but fun. 

It is a matter of levels, and the equal hypocrisy existing now which 
still puts sexual matters on one level only. Mom and Dad kept it 
on the level of ‘dangerous mystery” or ignorance; acceptance of a 
morality which believed that a little knowledge was a dangrous thing 
— and they were right. Because until people change and truly trust 
and love, better sex is not a matter of more or varied positions and 
tricks. Better sex comes from people revealing more about them- 
selves, dying a little harder each time they fuck, until f-u-c-k spells 
love for real. Getting to know someone is a dangerous thing te do; 
it is a privilege and the responsibility which has to complement it 
requires that preliminary matters don't stop at asking the girl if she's 
had a pill, but 'caring about it, and having her care too. Somewhere, 
in losing the mystery of sex, by turning on the lights and watching 
both your faces and bodies, | find people more alone than they were 
before. Because there still exists that same ridiculous puritan morality, 
oh yes, there does, even if it has a different name. If sex in people 
is going to be any more than animal sexuality, and there is going 
to be a degree of giving up of one's self, then oh shit, momma, where 
is the pleasure if the other person doesn't care or maybe how 
you have done exactly that? Where is anything but total loss when 
you trust and reveal your self and all you get is non-understanding 
or indifference. Because they don't want the responsibility añd they 
are trying to tell you it was no privilege to stick a cock up yours 
and ejaculate some sperm into whatever hole they chose, oral, anal 
or the old-fashioned cunt. It's enough to make you want to bite it 
off sometimes. And that goes all the other ways around the mulberry 
bush too. I’m tired of girls who don't seem to realize that maybe 
some boys are willing to try the care, but get cut off with a laugh 
about the size of the prick in use; and I’m tired of homosexuals in- 
sisting that it is better when it has just as many pitfalls and good 
times as the next couple's, and I’m tired of the need for new thril!s 
and I'm tired of needing anything in particular besides the idea that 
what you are doing may, just may, be a beautiful action. 

If fucking isn’t going to have some sanctity attached, how can it 
be profane? And if it can’t be profane and there is no thrill, then 
ultimately how can you keep from having to try new thresholds of 
thrill-affection to make sure you have at least reached the other per- 
son? Someday, everyone is going to wake up and have pleasure a ma- 
chine, and it will do everything: suck, fuck, kiss and bite, rim you 
until you gasp, crap all over you, gaping little asshole in full tech- 
nicolor view, and maybe even have an extra dog’s prick for those 


loooong sessions. And so what the fuck — it’s a common swear word 
— so what the fuck anyhow, what will you have but boredom? Be- 
cause it will all become so safe — it will be a machine and you will 


program it . . . until the day they have real S and М machines, not 
these stupid little people who think they're going to get a hard-on 
whipping some litle kid’s ass. No. This will be for real. — the machine 
which doesn’t stop when you want it to. And finally, it will just destroy 
you, because that is what De Sade is talking about anyhow — the 
man who is able to believe he doesn’t need other people except 
as victims. Ultimately, there will be no one left to destroy other than 
himself, and if he is truly understanding the principle involved, he'll 
have to kill himself as completely as possible. Sadism isn’t founded 
on any crime of passion or lust, but on the ability to reach a peak 
of in-sensibility, whereby crimes are committed in cold blood and in 
full reason. Not to get a hard-on, but to manage to commit an act 
and remain unmoved, untouched. And that seems to be where we're 
heading, oh momma. 

Because people refuse to realize that the fear accompanying fucking 
ought to be a fear that they will die; instead they are trying to make 
it an either-or experience — either you die or | will — and that just 
isn't where the anguish comes from. If it isn't going to be together, 
then vote for auto-eroticism and schizophrenia. 

YOUR LOVING KID. 


VIRGINIA 


P.S.: No, that's enough for now, more next issue. 


РЕСЕ! 


by PEARL JOYING 


M. Stetson shouldn't have done what he did 
to Prudence. After all, she was a child, only 
fourteen years old, and innocent.. She was only 
a few years older than his son, almost twelve, 
and daughter, just older than ten. And besides, 
there was the baby boy, only a little over a 
year old. Mr. Stetson shouldn't have done what 
he did to Prudence. He had three children. She 
was an only child. 

And it did not matter that she would let her 
dress fly up when she got into his car when 
he came to get her for baby sitting, nor that 
she would let it fall where it would, no matter 
how much her legs stuck out. Nor did it mat- 
ter that she, seeing herself so, and seeing Mr. 
Stetson glancing, first, then looking at her, 
made her feel warm, a little sick and unable to 
talk. It didn't even matter that when she came 
into the living room and threw her school books 
on a table, flounced in a chair, raised her knees, 
and that Mr. Stetson's eyes were compelled by 
what he saw, to make her feel again that sen- 
sous feeling. It really didn't matter. She was 
only a little girl and Mr. Stetson had a daugh- 
ter was never so careful, like that, about pull- 
ing her dress down, her father and brother 
looking at her. And Mr. Stetson had a wife 
who was much younger and more beautiful 
than Prudie's mother. And the was never so, 
well, modest. She would be dressing when Mr. 
Stetson brought Prudie to the house and she 
would not shut the bedroom door, off the 
living room, and Prudie could look right in at 


her with nothing on but a thin robe, or in bra 
and panties, or with nothing on at all. That 
would make Prudie feel icky somewhere. And 
one night she had come out of her room stark 
naked, walked to the bathroom and come back 
naked before she started to dress, and this 
too had made Prudence breathless and caused 
her to tremble. She had never seen a naked 
person before, not even her own mother, with 
no clothes on or even in panties. No her mother 
was not like that, beautiful and vital, and ex- 
citing, like Mr. Stetson's wife. Prudie's mother 
was much older, and very big. 

The Stetsons had moved into the neighbor- 
hood about three months before Mr. Stetson 
did that, what he should not have done. Pru- 
dence had been recommended to them as a baby 
sitter, for that was the way she earned money 
of her own. It was the best job that Prudence 
had ever had. Mr. Stetson came in his car 
every Friday night, after dinner, and usually 
on Saturday night as well. The Stetsons were 
out to parties, she knew, and every week end 
would come home talking thickly and maybe 
staggering a little, or laughing hysterically and 
acting in not a nice way, kissing while Prudie 
was getting her things together, and sometimes 
Mr. Stetson would put his hand under his wife's 
dress until she, laughing, would say, wait, Dad- 
dy, until the little girl goes. , 

But it was a very good job. Prudence was 
paid three dollars if Mr. Stetson brought her 
home before midnight, and five, if it was later. 

(Continued on Page 6) 
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That was the most that Prudence ever had made 
as a baby sitter, sometimes ten dollars a week- 
end, later, almost every time. But all that 
money didn't give Mr. Stetson the right to do 
what he did. 

It was already getting unbearable for Pru- 
die even before Mr. Stetson did that. She just 
couldn't push her dress down when she got 
into his car. She could not. And every time 
her dress would fly up higher, until, every time, 
now, she would slump down in the seat, her 
dress would slip up till it was almost to show 
her panties. She couldn't help it, nor the way 
she felt looking from herself to Mr. Stetson, 
who was looking at her. Once he almost ran 
off the road, looking, and looking, until they 
were at his house. Then he would wait out- 
side until Prue had flopped in a chair, knees 
up, lately, she just couldn't help opening her 
legs before Mr. Stetson would come in and 
look at her, made her feel funny. And if Mrs. 
Stetson, naked, or in panties, saw her that way 
she would smile, looking, as if she liked to look. 
This too would make Prudie catch her breath. 
But she could not close her legs, nor lower 
them, or pull her dress down, no matter if they 
looked, nor how she felt, she could not. After 
all, she was just an innocent little girl. 

So, at last, on Friday night, Mr. Stetson 
looked at Prue's legs sticking out of her dress, 
above the panties, and she, breathing hard, had 
seen his hand moving, felt it touch her inner 
leg, shook with a tremor of a new thrill. She 
said nothing, shut her eyes and felt the hand 
move up, touching her, touching her where no 
one was ever before touching her, and her body 
melted, releasing something, when she felt his 
finger. But, by that time they were at his 
house, she in the chair, knees up, legs open, 
Mrs. Stetson looking, from the bedroom, all 
naked. Mr. Stetson looking as he nervously 
and breathlessly urged his wife to get dressed 
so they could go, and she could not help it. All 
of hér seemed to be held by a grip. Her body 
continued to melt and flow out, there, making 
her panties damp. Even the little boy and his 
sister were looking at her now, for they, too, 
seemed under a spell, looking, and looking away. 


The little girl, playing on the floor sometimes, 
her own knees up, open, looked. It was very 
hard for Prudie to think about, or do her home 
work, until Mr. Stetson and his wife had gone 
and the children were in bed. In about an hour 
or so there would be a wail from the baby's 
room and Prudence would have to go and 
change him. She had done this to babies, boys 
and girls, many times, since she was thirteen, 
it seemed, she thought, a hundred times, any- 
way, and she was never excited by the baby 
girls, cleaning their intimate naked flesh, nor 
her boys, their thing becoming hard while she 
handled them, cleaning them. But now, Mr. 
Stetson's little boy was always hard, all the 
time she cleaned him and Prue would shudder 
with agitation, seeing it and feeling it, espe- 
cially. But she would try hard to get the job 
done, even when she felt the dampness of her 
panties, between her legs. And Mr. Stetson 
shouldn't have started that with an innocent 
young girl, like Prudie. 

The night Mr. Stetson did that was the night 
he put his hand on her naked leg, when they 
were on their way to his house, and that was 
a horrid thing for a grown man to do to an 
innocent little girl, making her feel so good, 
and tremble with fright and terrible, floating 
like, pleasure. And that was the night that, , 
handling the baby boy, she had felt so, swim, 
ming with dizziness the hard little thing. And 
that was the night the Stetsons came home 
just a little after midnight, and Mrs. Stetson 
went at once to the bedroom, while Prue was 
getting her things, pulled her dress up over 
her head, and she was naked, yes she was! 
Prudie was shocked, somehow, because Mrs. 
Stetson didn't have any panties on and that 
feeling began again. Prudence became very 
‘apprehensive. 

It wasn’t her fault, when she got into the 
car with Mr. Stetson, that her dress did not 
fly up as far as it shoud she had to pull it right 
up to her waist. It was not her fault, is was 
not. She wondered at herself and what would 
happen because she ever so knew, dizzily that 
she must, she just had to let Mr. Stetson see 
her as she had seen his wife, yes, naked. She 


was bracing her feet against the floor, raising 
herself and pushing her panties down, she 
couldn’t help it, she had to, he had to see her 
naked like she had seen his wife and when 
one foot was out of her panties she let her 
head fall back on the seat, and watched Mr. 
Stetson looking at her almost bare, only a few 
strands of silky hair, for she was just a child, 
really, an innocent child, and she had to feel 
Mr. Stetson’s exploring hand and pressing fin- 
gers. She could not help it. 

They never spoke to one another when he 
was doing things he shouldn’t have started, 
and which she could not help, she had to let 
him. Now Mr. Stetson was saying husky and 
low, how would you like to make two extra 
dollars? Already throbbing with the feeling of 
his hand on her, she thought that she already 
had five dollars coming and now it would be 
seven, the most money she had ever made in 
a night. She tried to say something like, yes 
I would, but her throat was too swollen with 
expectancy and not a word would come out. 
She could only open her legs wider. 4 

Mr. Stetson took his hand away to turn the 
car, to drive away from the way to her house, 
she knew, but the hand was soon back, and 
she lay back, waiting, while he drove and 
drove, and touched her gently, exciting her 
until now she was dripping wet, and at last 
he drove off the road, into:a woods, and stopped 
the car. 

They got out. He took a blanket out of the 
compartment and spread it on the ground. She 
lay back, her legs open, watching him in the 
moonlight, undress, and saw, when he was 
naked that he was not like his baby son. My, 
my, how could a man be so big? Her mouth 
salivated again as it had that night when she 
had handled the baby when it was so hard and 
exciting. Mr. Stetson came down and bent over 
her, fondling. Then she felt the thing probing 
between her legs, it hurt her, but she could 
help it, it had to hurt, she felt how big it was 
and wondered what was happening to her 
and when it didn't hurt any more she felt her- 
self full of it, moving, its warmth, and the sen- 
sations that eminated fróm it, making her feel 
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floaty at first then shaking with spasm and 
convultions, crying and gasping, clinging to 
him and thinking how awful it was and. he 
should not be doing it. She writhed under him, 
squirmed, clung, crying until, until, until his 
heavy body fell on hers, broken as if he was 
dead, but still inside, quiet now and him cling- 
ing to her, she to him, the sensations melting 
away. It was a horror. Mr. Stetson shouldn’t 
have done it. Jt was very so wrong. But she 
could not help it. , 

When he rolled off of her, and away, leaving 
her empty, she saw that it was not a great 
thing, not now, but a limp, drooling, or some- 
thing, but it was still ten times as big as the 
hahy’s, yet at least ten times, she thought, and 
she could not help it if she felt in her mouth 
again, the moisture she had to swallow. Mr. 
Stetson reached for his jacket, leaned on his 
elbow with the cigarette he had got, looked at 
her, all naked, in the moonlight, languid, her 
legs open. He said, more evenly now, 1 didn't 
know you were a virgin. What did that mean? 
And it was his fault, if she wasn't a virgin, 
or had been and wasn't now, she couldn't help 
it. It was all his fault. She just gazed at this 
thing, dribbling, knowing and feeling that she, 
too, was dribbling seeing Mr. Stetson was 
looking at her. She saw him puff his cigarette, 
but he couldn't take his eyes off of her. She 
saw the thing move a little, tremble, his breath 
hegan to come more heavily. He crusehd the 
cigarette on the ground and hoarse, like a sore 
throat, said, wouldn't you like to kiss it? He 
shouldn't have said that for the minute she 
heard the words she knew she had to, and could 
feel herself being drawn to it even if she did 
not want to be drawn to it. This must be aw- 
fully dirty, to kiss a man's thing, but she could 
not help it. Its odor tingled her nose inside. 
She felt her fingers on it, moving, her mouth, 
her mouth was drawing her to it too, not just 
to kiss it but to open over it, and as herybody 
shook she felt his reaction, the thing began to 
swell again, and she had to open her mouth. 
Her eyes swum and narrowed, she felt, and she 
felt it, hard in her mouth, getting bigger and 
bigger, and her mouth moving on it, it in her 
mouth moving, but she could not get so much 
in Ít became so bigger, and she gasped and 
gulped and moved on it in her mouth until at 
last it was hard as a rock, jerked, she felt her 
mouth more full than ever and warm, strange, 


full of it, she had to swallow it or it would run 
out of her mouth. She swallowed, tasted, won- 
dered what, and why she had never tasted, 
like that before, and swallowing, her hady ghak- 


ing with spasm after spasm, until аў last she 


knew it was all over and fell hack, away from 
Mr. Stetson, her arm covering her face, hut 


she could still see him, shaking and trembling, 


there and the thing soft and small again. She 
lay back, opened her legs, listened to his hard, 
heaving breathing, feeling his hand again and 
then what? His mouth. She opened her eyes 
and saw his head. She knew it was his mouth 
she felt and again her body awam with the feel- 
shefelt and again her hody swam with the feel- 
ing of 1% his open mouth and his tongue. She 
wondered how long this would go on, how could 
she hear it, it was so awful and so wonderous. 
She opened her eyes, turned her head, to see 
that he had turned his body and the thing was 
right there, palpitating. She had to turn to- 
ward it. He moved his leg to make a pillow 
for her head and his mouth was devoyring 
her. She was gripped hy the compulsion of it, 
clinging to him, feeling the swelling of it in 
her mouth again and the welling of herself in 
his mouth, until he was rigid again, as she was 
all hard all of her body was, and then released, 
her mouth filled again, she swallowed and 
swallowed, giving herself to him to eat alive 
if he would, to suck and swallow her, to do 
what she couldn't help it if he did, she thrust 
herself against his mouth to give him more, 
until they both had melted again, fell apart, 
and she knew that the terrible experience was 
over, she lay back panting, her body jerking 
with spasms. 


After a while she saw Mr, Stetson stand up 
and start to put his clothes on. She sat up. 
But she didn't push her dress down. She just 
watched him while he dressed. 


In the car she pulled her dress up to her 
waist, stuck naked, legs open, out of it so that 
he could see or feel, whatever, she couldn't help 
it. He was smoking a cigarette, She felt her 
wanting something in her teeming mouth, and 
asked for a cigarette. He gaid she shouldn't, 
she was too young to smoke, but he took опе 
out of his pocket, stopped the car and lit it for 
her. She held it between her fingers like he 
did, put it between her lips and sucked it, she 
knew that much, but her mouth couldn't take 


it. [Е was spoiling the taste that was pleasing 
her, there. She cqughed. She sucked it again 
and did not like it in her mouth, she liked what 
was there hefore. She put it out and threw it 
out of the window of the car. 


When they were closer to her house she bent 
over, picked up her panties and slipped into 
them. Then, for the first time ever, in the car 
with Mr. Stetson, she pushed her dress down 
as far as it would go, for she must be modest 
now. It had heen done, the horrid thing that 
he should not have done. Now she had to be 
modest, for she really was an innocent girl 
and she had had no part in it. He had done all 
of it. 


When they reached her house Mr. Stetson 
counted out a five and two dollar bills and gave 
them to Prudence. She shuddered, that there: 
were two extra dollars there, that he was pay- 
ing her, what for? He whispered, don't tell any- 
ane. What did he think, she wondered. Who 
would she tell? Not her nice old mother. Not 
her drunkard of an old father. Not her girl 
friends, would she ever? She did not say, even, 
good night to Mr. Stetson. She just got out of 


the car and ran up to her door and into her 


house. She knew that Mr. Stetson should not 
have done what he did. 


Prudence had had dreams that night. She 
was sitting in the chair in their living room 
and she saw Mr. Stetson with his lovely wife, 
naked in the hedrgom, and doing what һе had 
done with her, on the bed, and that was all 
right hecsuse she was his wife, but he shouldn’t 
have done jt to Prudie. And Mrs. Stetson, with 
her silking voice should not had called her, 
said, come in, little girl and come with us. And 
Prudence was walking down the street, down 
town, and her dress was all up, she was not 
holding it, by magic it was up, and she did not, 
like Mrs, Stetson, have panties on, she was 
naked, and all those people could see. And 
there was hair all around her mouth and her 
tongue felt the hardness and softness of the 
nest between Mrs. Stetson loving legs, and Mr. 
Stetson, she was full between her legs of his 
working thing. And the baby boy, in her mouth 
she sucked his little thing, and the brother, was _ 
inside Prue, and the bare flesh of the sister 
in her mouth. And Mr. Stetson should not have 
started all that, it would give Pruednce a trau- 
ma, all her life, she would have a trauma. ІШ 
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611183 * 144 

He is watching a movie actress play- 
ing a scene, or a fashion model being 
photographed. The dreamer can see 
right through her clothes and that she 
is wearing nothing under her dress but 
a cover for her cunning cunt. After 
the scene has been played, or the pic- 
ture taken, she comes to him and lifts 
her skirt and he sees all of her naked, 
almost. She is wearing nothing but a 
frilly door mat. He says, it looks so 
good I have to kiss it. Down on his 
knees he muzzles the muff in his mouth, 
flesh tasting his tongue. She grabs him 
by the head and starts wringing and 
singing a song, suck, suck, suck me 
of... . When the dreamer has sucked 
her off she collapsed on the floor. 

3 611233 * 145 

To begin with, his wife. bought a 
girls head at the butcher shop. She 
said she would cook it for dinner. The‘ 
dreamer felt his wife, carrying it by 
its long hair. He wanted to feel him- 
self carrying it. It was heavy in his 
hand and he felt a strange voluptuous 
sensation by its weight and the expec- 
tation of eating И... In the apart- 
ment an orgy is in progress. Several 
people are there, including his daugh- 
ter who is sometimes an infant, some- 
times a girl in her teens. He did not 
see anyone but her participating in 
the activities . . . The girl's head was 
in the pantry. It was all hairy, and 
heavy in his arms when he put his 
arms around it... A naked girl took 
his now longer than ever cock in her 
mouth. She clung to his body. He 
swung her to the floor. She was suck- 
ing and swallowing his cock. He re- 
membered that in his condition he was 
not permited to have any such-called 
normal intercourse, but he exulted in 
what the chick was doing. Now she 
was lying on her back on the floor and 
he thrust his long cock down her 
throat . . . When the girl’s head was 
all cooked in garlic and horseradish 
sauce the guest for dinner, Rollo, took 
the first serving. Vivia had carved it 


carefully. Like firm ejlly the piece was 
about an inch square (?) and five inches 
long. И looked very succulent. Rollo 
put an end of it in his mouth (like it 
was a square cock?). He wanted the 
dreamer to take the other end and they 
would bite at the same time. The 
dreamer did not care for that game. 
Vivia seemed delighted with it. She 
took the morsel into her mouth. It 
must have had an instant aphrodisiacal 
effect. When her lips touched Rollo's 
she threw herself on the floor, raised 
her dress, and her opened legs beat 
the air furiously until Rollo got his 
pants and shorts off and fucked her, 
to her screeching zithering zenith . . . 
The dreamer knew this in the first 
place. His wife, Vivia, was always af- 
fected this way when she dined on this 
delicacy. So was he. He was glad that 
Rollo was there to help him, for Vivia 
would be insatiable. Maybe he’d have 
to get a couple of guys from the orgy. 
63245 * 180 

The dreamer is with a party in the 
Village. He is either naked, or naked 
in his bare ass, or naked under a robe, 
or sexually exposed, fully erect, always 
ready . . . There is a suitably lovely 
girl there, naked, or, raising her dress; 
the dreamer sees her naked. She touches 
him sexually when he touches һег . . . 
In the kitchen of the apartment he 
finds a child, fussing around the sink, 
not naked, or not twelve years old and 
seemingly naked. A small part of her 
hair-bare pussy seemed to be covered 
with something black which she held 
in place by keeping her things close 
together as she moved, which very 
much inhibited her movements. She 
kept turning to look at the dreamer 
without modesty and wtihout repug- 
nance, for the naked arm stood out 
there, large and full of life. She came 
to him, straddled his open legs, opened 
her own over his throbbing manhood. 
It slipped into her cunt about an inch, 
the head, and was stopped; he thought 
he must have reached the end of the 
line. He enoyed, quite really, this con- 


MALO 


cams 


tact with the little girl. He murmured, 
are you a virgin, darling? She cried, 
yes daddy, but I won’t be if you push 
a little and give me my first fuck. Fuck 
me, daddy, with your lonesome limb. 


61236 * 235 


One girl is wearing panties, her dress 
up, legs open, she is exposing herself, 
looking groggily at the dreamer’s eyes, 
as they try to fuck her. She had pulled 
the long pubic hair out of each side 
of the panties and the crotch is ga- 
thered in the crevice of her cunt so 
the dreamer can’t get his eyes in... 
She is naked, now,and so is he. She 
turns her back to him, bends over and 
drools, I like it when you fuck me 
in my ass hole. Bugger me, darling... 
A man in bed is threatened with mur- 
der by a young woman who would do 
it with a knife that'is sharp and curved 
and long. The dreamer watched, stark 
naked the girl, who would kill the man 
with another weapon . . . What idiots 
people are, who murder . . . The 
dreamer goes to the lobby of the thea- 
ter after he had picked up the knife, 
for she could not cut the man with 
this, now. A couple were there in the 
uniforms of flunkies. He asked one of 
them to call the police , . . Back in 
the room where the murderess was, 
with her intended victim. She was down 
on her knees and elbows, sucking his 
cock vigorously and fiercely as if she 
wanted to suck all the life out of him. 
When she saw the dreamer she shieked, 
get your threads off an’ bugger me, 
come on, put it in my bummy. Bugger 
те... The dreamer was sitting at a 
long table where, like, a hundred people 
had assembled for a medieval rite like 
feast. A strange sort of a—animal, he 
could tell, not see, was squirming 
through the laps of, over the laps of 
the diners. He feels hands on his legs. 
His hands drop to touch a naked girl’s 
body, very young. The dreamer is 
naked, and she takes his cock in her 
mouth and sucks him off. And squirms 
to the next feaster’s lap. i | 
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reprinted from JIZ COMICS © 1969 by R. Crumb 


HEY COMIX FREAKS! DIDJA DIG THE GREAT CARTOONS IN THIS 
ISSUE OF KISS? HUH, HUH . . . WELL THEN FRIENDS YOU'LL 
WARP YOUR MIND ON THE MEGAFLASH ORGASM PRODUCED EVERY 
MONTH WHEN THE GOTHIC BLIMP WORKS, LTD., IS HAULED OUT 
OF ITS HANGER BY AMERICA'S BEST AND MOST BELOVED UNDER- 
GROUND CARTOONISTS. COME ON, GANG, DESTROY YOUR MIND 
WITH A GOTHIC BLIMP WORKS. 

SUBSCRIPTIONS ARE SENT BY FIRST CLASS MAIL IN A SEALED 
MANILA ENVELOPE. 
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I WANT MY FIRST CLASS GOTHIC BLIMP 
ENCLOSED IS SIX DOLLARS FOR A 
ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (12 ISSUES) 
ENCLOSED IS TEN DOLLARS FOR A 
TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (24 ISSUES) 


POOR PEDOPHILE'S ALMANAC 


KING ALBERT 


Pity the underprivileged pedophile! No other sex deviate — not the 
sadist, nor the faggot, nor the sock freak nor even the morbid necro- 
phile — remains so consistently despised, and ignored, even in this 
age of supposedly universal sexual tolerance. We interpose a distin- 
tion here between the pedophile and the actual pedophiliac, of course: 
a pedophiliac actually molests children, while the pedophile merely 
thinks about it a lot, collects pictures of children, buys what pitiful 
literature is offered on the subject of child sex perversions. There is 
little Kiss can do for the outright pedophiliac. But for the pedophile 
we can and intend to cffer this weekly feature, a biographical nar- 
rative essay, illustrated when possible, relating the earliest sex con- 
tacts made by one of our readers. 

For our maiden issue, of course, we were forced to ask a profes- 
sional free-lance writer to work up his own first experiences. It was 
not hard to find someone to do it, since happily everyone seems de- 
lighted to sit back and reminisce about things like this. The writer 
this week is male, somewhat over thirty, happily married with children 
of his own. “This sounds like a nice healthy feature,” he says. “I've 
always wondered whether what | did back then was really normal. | 
can see now, after writing it out, that it was more than normal — it 
was fun! And best of all, when other people who did the same things 
read this, maybe it make them feel easies! That's the spirit, Vic! 
So KISS invites all her readers to send us stories of their own initial 
gropings — homo, hetero, animal, vegetable or mineral — and we'll 
give $10 for every one printed. Legibility and credibility are our only 
editorial criteria right now — if the response is too overwhelming we 
might have a space problem, but we don’t anticipate that. Also, mo- 
ralising of any sort is strictly prohibited. Incidental photos, drawings, 
films and long-playing records are also welcomed. 

(Continued. on Page 14 
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Sandy, Beth, Mary, Linda and Sally — quite a little harem for a 
fourteen-year-old boy, hey? And none of them was over ten. Sandy 
and Beth, sisters, were four and five, respectively. And these were 
just the girls around the neighborhood, my regular girls — there were 
plenty of others who | felt up and messed around with who just hap- 
pened to be passing by. You know, a fourteen-year-old kid can get all 
the head he wants to, as long as he sticks to girls under ten. And 
living, like | did, in a Southern California suburb, there’s more than 
enough prepubescent poontang running around for everybody — and 
since nobody else my age seemed to know anything about it, hell, | 
had an open field on little girls. 

Little girls . . . Even then, when | was hardly more than a little boy 
myself, there was something really prurient about screwing around 
with little girls. Look at Linda, she was the oldest: she had blonde 
hair, short-cropped, and this very lithe blonde body, long round 
thighs, little perky ass . . . She was fine, it was her in fact that turned 
me on to how good little girls could be. 

The whole thing started with her, beginning of the summer of '50 
or '51. My folks were gone for weeks at a time that summer, they 
left me home to go to summer school and keep the house for them. 
So one afternoon it’s raining, and Linda’s over keeping me company. 
And there was this story in LIFE magazine on bathing suits or some- 
thing, and we're on the sofa reading it. Together! And she had on this 
pair of purple shorts with wide legs, and | could see her panties, 
little yellow panties, because her legs were spread. | was already 
turned on, even without the panties, because her legs were just so 
nica and long and toasted-tanned . . . So I'm sitting next to her and 
we're laughing about the bathing suits, how naughty they are, and 
| just sort of lay my hand on her leg — her thgh, about halfway up 
from her knee. And it was just so nice and round and smooth and 
cool under my hand. So nice. She didn’t even seem to notice. Se | 
just sit there, and we're turning the pages, and | slide my hand further 
up her thigh, up stowly over the swelling up toward her crotch. And 
she still doesn't even notice, and | ge all the way up ta her crotch, 
By god, she just casuatly lets her legs drop open for me, and we go 
on reading the stupid LIFE magazine while | just plunder her! | mean, 
| just groped my fingers ай over her, cupping her littie moug, playing 
with it, rubbing it, just groping her for hours. Eventually | worked my 
fingers under her shorts and got even hormier, rubbing and squeezing 
... | was in heaven. And she hardly batted an eyelash the whole time. 

That was strange. It got so I'd do it all the time, every time | could 
get.a hand on her. Even in front of the other girls | did it. Wed be 
sitting out on the lawn behind my place, hidden by the hedges, all 
of us sitting around talking about things, and |'@ have my hand up 
under her skirt fiddling away . . . She never said’ a word about it, 
never seemed to breathe heavy or anything. But she obviously en- 
joyed it, because she came around just all the time now. It was so 
great. 

The other girls never seemed to notice either when | felt Linda up, 
but they must have, because before long | was feeling all them up 
{оо Linda’s little sister was Sally, eight years old, little and round 
and chestnut hair — a little gamin, with big blue eyes and cupid's 
bow mouth . . Very active little thing, Sally. She started it herself. 
One morning we were all sitting around my place, listening to some- 
thing on the radio . . . | guess it was really something, you know, 
kids sitting around all by themselves with no parental supervision — 
that’s why we were all feeling pretty reckless, | guess. Anyway, | 
was wearing boy scout shorts and a tee-shirt and that was all. It 
was hot, and they were all dressed for the weather — wearing next 
to nothing. 

Anyway, it started off, of course, with Linda on my lap and me 
feeling her up right in front of the other girls. | was into a leg mood, 
| was just raunching all over her thighs, the insides, the underinsides, 
lifting them up and mauling them . . . Suddenly, she got up to go get 
some soda pop. And almost before she got out of the roam, Sally 
climbed up on my lap. Just snuggled her little ass up into my cratch 
and started bouncing, rubbing my hardon under her butt. Sally was 
more advanced than her older sister, it seemed. | sure wasn't about 
to сатрігіп. l'd thought about having Linda play with my prick be- 
fore,-but | couldn't risk turning her off by asking her to do it. But 
now Sally seemed ta be purposely ticking me. 

One of the other girls, Mary, started pulling at Sally to get her off 
me. “Don't hog” she was giggling. “It's my turn!” This gave me ап 
Opportunity to grasp onto Sally with both hands, right tight over her 
crotch while she squealed and kicked, holding her against me. Then 


Sandy and Beth were swarming up over the arms of the easy chair, 
grabbing me around the neck, wrestling, and all hell broke loose. 

| let them drag me down to the floor, they were all groping at me, 
laughing. All these little hands digging into me, rubbing over me, | 
was in seven heaven. Linda came back in, put down her pop, and 
jumped into the melee. They were really mauling me around, and 
naturatly | was copping a grand variety of feels myself — wherever 
| groped, | got a good handful of ass, leg, crotch . . . Finally, they 
worked me over onto my back and piled onto me, sitting. Linda had 
her legs spread right over my chest, Sally was just behind her, Mary 
was over my belly, and Sandy and Beth were down between my knees, 
each holding a leg down. ‘‘We got him!” 

So | was feeling Linda up real good and the other chicks were 
tickling me around the ribs, belly, thighs — and they, grab, | had five 
little fingers clasped tight around my prick! A shrill giggle accompanied 
this discovery. That was it. Heaven. At one end I'm feeling up this 
perfectly leggy little blonde girl, at the other end I'm getting jerked 
off, all quite innocently and spontaneously. Well, maybe not inno- 
cently . . . There was an added dimension revealed to the girls now 
— a sort of primeval horniness, the same sort of lust-frenzy older 
women feel when playing around with your prick. | had five horny little 
women crawling all over me. 

They were fighting with each other over possession of my prick 
naw. | think it was Mary who first insinuated her hand under the leg 
of my boy scout shorts. The sharts were just loose enough to permit 
her hand, but tight enough so she had to work it slowly back and 
forth up my thigh toward my crotch. Her hand crept, grasping, up 
my leg until it reached my under pants. Deciding, | guess, to go over 
my underpants, she worked over ta my prick, which she subverted 
from Beth, who was digging at it on the outside of my shorts, jam- 


` ming it left and right in her hand. 


“What are you doing?” Beth squealed as Mary's hand pulled my 
prick away from her. ‘Why, you little sneak!” Soon Beth's hand was 
working up my shorts, toward my crotch . . . 

That went on for a long time, until finally Linda heard her mother 
calling for her. Soon they were all gone, and | spent a couple of happy, 
dreamy hours masturbating, thinking of what had just transpired. 

This wert on aH summer. A few days later, | had Beth alone with 
me in my bedroom. Of course, the first thing she did was thrust her 
hands up under my hoy scout shorts, which | had made a point of 
wearing, and began masturbating me furiously. Beth was so very 
littte she was nearly insubstantial. Feeling her up had some time ago 
ceased ta be horny for me, but it seemed that he was crazier to jerk 
me off than any of the others. She could keep it up for hours. Any- 
way, this day she was yanking away at me when suddenly, without 
warning, she bit me. She just chomped onto my prick, outside my 
zipper, and worried away at it with her teeth. | nearly came. 

“What's that?” she said, looking up. ‘lt tastes funny.” 

It seemed she didn't like my copper fly. “Unzip її,” | told her. “Сеї 
it out of the мау.” E ` 

She did, and since | had quite reasonably neglected to wear under- 
wear that day, soon she was jerking me off in style. She was fascinated 
by my prick, and loved binding it forward until | winced, then laying 
it back against my belly and jerking away like a crap shooter. She 
liked my balls too: she'd play with them in her other hand while she 
was jerking me off, queezing them between her fingers, and rubbing 
them in her palms. It feit lovely, | was tingling all over, and | had 
absolutely no desire to come. 

Until she took it in her mouth. She was peering closely at the head 
of it, watching it pulse in her little hand, when suddenly she just 
opened her mouth and put it in. Closing her lips over it, she began 
slurping it with her tongue like it was a lollypop. Then | just melted. 
It felt like al the blood and bone in my body was being melted down 
and poured into the head of my prick. Slurp, slurp, slurp . . . She 
was indefatigable. Her little head was bobbing up and down, her 
cheeks sucked in, rubbing the head of my cock against the back ot 
her mouth, then bathing it with her tongue . . . | came. 

She hardly noticed when | came, just made a delicious sound and 
got even more involved, as | kept coming and coming . . . Finally, 
| was gasping, but she made me come again. Then, after we sat around 
a while, she started working оп me again—- “her lollypop,'’ she called it. 

So all that summer I'd feel up all the other Ittle chicks, then go to 
Beth for a lollypop session. That fall we all got involved with school 
again, with all the statuts levels between us and like that, and we just 
never got together again. But it was a fine yaw to break into sex. Ш 


ーー 
en 


|| 


FASHION 


by CLAUDIA 


Hi there, social suburbanites! Spring 
is creeping up on us once more and 
every hip Long Island matron is asking 
herself “What shall I wear to this 
year’s crop of important orgies?” 
KUSAMA, one of the only non-fag 
designers in all of little ole New York, 
has come up with a revealing answer: 
a specially designed collection for the 
liberated commuter. 

“Her designs really hit the spit, “ex- 
claimed MRS. WILLIAM (BABE) 
MALEY, whose husband is best known 
for his work in the media. (He owns 
BILL’S Т.У. Repair Shoppe in Malv- 
erne.) MRS. MALEY was attending a 
private showing of KUSAMA’s spring 
collection, held last week, for Nassau 
County's elite. MRS. STOUT GUIN- 
NESS, who last year made ENVOY’s 
10 Best Undressed Women's List, said, 
“this stuff is really for me. It's just too, 
too much of bore to show up at an 
orgy in your birthday suit! I mean 
darling, everybody, BUT EVERY- 
BODY is wearing the exact same out- 
fit!!! How ever is a girl to stand out 
in a crowd like that?” And fashion 
leader JACKIE THE O. (You remem- 
ber her, she was the heroine in Pauline 
Reage's cute little novel on continental 
cuture, before she settled down to is- 
land life) complained that K.’s collec- 
tion should have included more leather 
and chains. Poo, Poo, JACKIE, those 
styles are so derriere-garde! 

This year everyone will be wearing 
see-through net and plasttic polka dots. 
At least that is what that darling little 
KUSIE has designed. “I get my in- 
spiration for my creations from the 
Headhunter section of EVO,” said the 
petite designer after presenting her col- 
lection at her salon at 404 Sixth Ave- 
nue. (Most conveniently located right 
above the 8th Street Whalen's. Wasn't 
that chicly clever of her?) “My clothes 
are only for the exclusive orgy-goer— 
you know the type, the kind who had 
original charter subscriptions to EROS, 
and who still cherish their postmarks 
from Intercourse and Blue Balls, 
Pennsylvania.” 


| 


GETTING THINGS OFF WITH A 
BANG—is our little mistress of cere- 
mony, designer, model, actress and 
exhibitionist KUSAMA. Her gown, 
flurry of transparent mattress webbing, 
was the hit of the show. “I ordered 
one for BILL,” said MRS. WILLIAM 
FUCKLEY. 


в 


BOOK REVIEW 


ALL-NIGHT VISITORS. By Clarence Major 203 pp. Olympia 

Press. $3.25. Nationally distributed by Grove Press 

The “safest” and easiest thing now for the Establishment to 
say of an honest book like this is that it is dull. They are ashamed 
to say what they really think: that it is sinful. They don't want us 
to know that they really are still somewhere back deep in the 
medieval funk, where nuns stuffed the bodies of their illegal 
babies beneath the floorboards of the church. A book like “All 
Night Visitors” will still be stuck beneath the counters of Amer- 
ica's dirty mind. 

Novelist, John A. Williams, after reading it wrote a statement 
for the Olympia Press: 

“All Night Visitors is a sad book; it exudes a gentle helplessness, 
an anger with no place to go. It bespeaks in numerous ways the 
ennui of the death-wait of a society. This one.” 

Is All Night Visitors a fuck book? 

Does Clarence Major have a dirty mind? 

Why has the New York Times compared it to Portnoy’s Com- 
plaint? 

Despite the fact that Christopher Lehmann-Haupt, in the Times 
(April 7, 1969) found Clarence Major to be “a sincere and pas- 
sionate writer .. .” he still felt that it was fair to ask “cynically 
(and prudishly)” whether the novel “contains sufficient literary 
merit to justify . . . endless erotic passages? ...” 

It's quite clear to me, this is one of the finest works of fiction 
of our times. The best novel I’ve read since Alice in Wonderland! 

And so what if Clarence Major blew up six American tanks in 
Vietnam? That doesn’t alter his record as a fine prose stylist. And 
as Walter Lowenfels has so correctly stated: “опе of the top poets 
in the country...” \ 

The storm over this novel’s meanings is already beginning to 
sweep the country but the author himself, in an interview pub- 
lished in the Nickel Review, April, said: “This epic collage poem 
is a history of my body’s symbolic action in its actual and fan- 
tasized etchings in my most private, therefore, universal, mo- 
ments . . .” But I'm sure that level-headed comment will not stop 
the fuss, end the confusion . . . Some little old lady-in Nebraska 
will still ask herself or her neighbors why do they let a-dirty com- 
munist nigger like this write such a dirty communist nigger book. 

We learn from the ugly dustjacket that Clarence Major is a very 
handsome guy. I wonder. Does he stand in front of the mirror 
and pat his hair? 
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It is said that he travels by night in a bullet proof black Cadillac, 
with a white chauffeur. But he treats his employee very kindiy, 
contrary to rumor. . 

In any case, he's beside the point. The novel he has given us is 
the point. And I agree with Lennox Raphael, controversial play- 
wright, and author of Che! that this book is a work of “immense 
sensitivity and is profoundly moving... .” 

It is an intensely passionate story that is often erotic, but na- 
turally so, that extends from its hero’s childhood at a brutual 
orphanage, the atrocity-ridden countryside of Vietnam, the terrible 
nightmare streets of murder in Chicago, greasy restaurants, to 
New York's East Village; and yet, it isn't about any of this. This 
description tells you nothing about what really goes on in the 
novel itself. It is definitely the novel of the future. Ishmael Reed 
has written of it: “Clarence Major writes of the black man at 
home with his body. The healthy hedonism öften repressed by a 
sneaky and petty puritanism affecting even the most radical black 
and white american writers.” And: “He reminds us that our dark 
memories are not Jesus Christ who never got laid nor the Islamic 
prophets who term women ‘cows’ but more akin to Doctor Yah- 
Yah, Doctor John Marie Laveau, Osiris the dancer, and the original 
Legba whose symbol was ‘a heap of earth sumounted by a phallus’.” 

Poet and novelist Ishmael Reed has stated that this book is “at 
the forefront of the black revival — the new millennium for black 
art.” 5 
Even if it is true that Clarence Major was seen sitting in Ratner’s 
last week eating with his bare hands, soup stains all over his 
beard and shirt, 1 still cast my vote for him. He has real taste, 


‚ and loads of power. 


Publishers Weekly found that the “many sexual scenes aren't 
really any ‘dirtier’ — if you want to use that word — than those 
available elsewhere in a lot of current fiction . . .” Dirty, they seem 
to be saying, but not any diertier. 

Reed wrote: “As a work of art it more:than makes up for the 
sado/masochistic and sometimes gruesome cheap-thrills show that 
has 一 in recent years — come out under the name of ‘blackness’ 
as a sick civilization goes thru its most recent flagellant cycle.” 

Don't worry. If you neglect to read this work of art now, your 
children and your grandchildren will be checking it out when they 
want to get a precise picture of what the spirit of our times was 


like. 
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Т. object of this column will be, 
so far as I can determine this early in 
the season, to set forth and elaborate 
the impressions of a life-long porno- 
graphy conoisseur as he witnesses the 


abrupt unprecedented notoriety his 
personal obsession is currently enjoy- 
ing. Pardon this prose, I’ve just been 
reading The Adventures Of Father 
Silas, and it’s catching. 


Dig it, back when I was like nine 
years old, my married sister caught 
me loafing about with the hired man’s 
copy of Actually True Ilustrated Ad- 
venture Stories For Men Only Monthly 
Magazine. 1 was merely reading it, 
understand—I was using both hands to 
turn the pages, in fact, and I was read- 
ing one of the straight war stories. 
Notwithstanding these considerations, 
with a little shriek she tore it from my 
hands, emphasizing sternly that this 
type reading matter was like” it said 
For Men Only, and stalked off to her 
bedroom with the confiscated article, 
vowing to destroy it at the first oppor- 
tunity. Now, we all know what she 
did with that magazine alone dere in 
de ole bedroom... . 


But that incident worked an indelible 
impresion upon my unfledged pre- 
pubertic conciousness. Was there ac- 
tually somewhere, outside my own fa- 
mily, an authority that felt fit to tell 
me what I might or might not read? 
Someone Who could deeree that a ma- 
gazine could be For Men Only, and 
enforce it, thus leaving me, only an 
egg, forever unfit to gaze upon it? For 
I knew beyond quibbling, even at that 
age, that I should be an egg for al- 
ways and ever, and never feel easy to 
be called a Man Only. That authority 
I could never accept. It was easy 
enough, living ‘way off out in the 
country like we did, to slip For Men 
Only magazines past my family; the 
real job, and thus the real thrill, came 
from slipping them past that evil ole 
outside authority. 


The invogorating thrills and chills 
derived from merely laying hands on 
this junk were considerable, and will 
have to await some later column for 
full description. The little local grocery 
stores that sold them for ten cents 
apeice, along with similarly mutilated 
comic books, helped immensly. I must 


emphasize here, for the benefit of the 
Decency Crusaders in the audience— 
who would otherwise jump at this as 
an instance of how, in his childhood, 
one fatal exposure to smut irrefragably 
and forever fixed young Latimer's mind 
an irremediably prurient cast—that 
initially it was the mere pursuit of in- 
flammatory literature that I found so 
ineffably rewarding. Ours was a poor 
family, by anyone's standards. To wring 
me loose of my few pennies, an article 
had to promise much for me. For Men 
Only magazines promised the satisfac- 
tion of knowing that my deviousness 
surpassed the efforts of all who would 
stamp magazines For Men Only. 

Of course, I was really all the time 
rather stupid, though I didn’t realise 
it. The For Men Only proscription was 
set there by the magazine publishers. 
themselves, more to bolster the dish- 
water masculinity of the paunchy 
householders (with frigid wives) who 
read such trash, than in response to the 
Decency Crusaders of the world. But 
what was really stupid of me was that 
I didn’t even start jerking off to these 
things until I was nearly twelve! 


What a dumb touchole! I remember 
it well. Shortly before nodding off one 
summer evening that year, I extricated 
a copy of Flaming Crashes Quarterly 
from under a disordered lump of Do- 
nald Ducks and Loony Tunes, and 
fished through it until a biography of 
Alestair Crowley caught my eye. The 
Biack Preist of Soho they called him, 
and I was well into it when I ran into 
this passage: “Crowley said that when 
he was a small boy, ‘A little cham- 
bermaid would come in nightly and 
play with me under the blankets. This 
was enjoyable for a time, but at length 
I became dissatisfied, and tried some 
measures of my own. This frightened 
the poor wench, and she never visited 
me in my bedchamber again.’” This 
set me to thinking. Fucking I knew 
about from my little friends, and from 
veiled reference in these magazines. 
But apparently Crowley and the cham- 
bermaid weren't fucking, they were 
doing something else. But what? 


Then my little prick began to swell 
curiously. Could it be . . . Perhaps the 
chambermaid just tickled little Alestair. 
What a trip! But why would she do 


UNG 


that? It was still four years until I 
got onto Patterns of Psychosexual In- 
fantilism, a splendid work wherein Dr. 
Wilhelm Reich explains all this type 
phenomena in lovely pressure-cooked 
Victorian clinical prose with plenty 
colourful case histories . . . But I got 
the inkling of it right there, and set 
at last to raising calluses on my poor 
little foreskin. What ascheisskopf, this 
Latimer! 

This broadened immeasurably my 
theatre of interests. Soon, anything that 
caught my fancy was stashed away in 
my collection, which grew and spilled 
over in alarming short order. Any- 
thing, in those androgynous days, could 
offer me a fruitful jerkoff session, I 
had the Saturday Evening Post hidden 
up in the barn rafters along with the 
National Geographic and Whiz-Bang 
Sleazy Stories and Cheescake Jokes. 
Among my many many comic books 
(the Funny Animal variety were the 
only ones I really liked) were count- 
less incendiary Suvermans, Millie the 
Models and Archies—and this at the 
height of the Wertham repression, 
mind you. And off in a little lean-to 
in a treacherous swamp I kept my 
Men’s Magazines and what few cheezy 
novels Td managed to purloin away 
from the watchful Methodist town 
bookseller. 

To this type literature I owe the 
basics of everything I know about 
sex. My mother, a widow, never spoke 
to me about sex, assuming probably 
that my little friends would fill me 
in. These brats were seriously deluded, 
it Kurned out—obsessed with gory 
cherry-busting fantasies and supersti- 
tions of the masturbation-causes-acne 
variety—and frankly, I wouldn’t have 
taken their word on the direction of 
up, the stoogy mung-eaters. Nearly 
everything they told me was anyway 
directly contradicted by the Hygeine 
articles in the Men’s Magazines (“Is 
Oral Sex a Perversion?—it is not, and 
they said as much.) 

After a few years I calmed down, 
as you will when you get on towards 
seventeen. As my masturbation rate 
settled down to three or four times 
a day, my tastes grew finer. No longer 
could the Saturday Evening Post keep 
me all hot and bothered more than 
once an issue. Even the Men’s Maga- 
zines started to pale. The Decency 
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Crusaders were not going to seize me 
and burn me alive after all. There was 
no rush. I sent away for a copy of 
Tropic of Cancer, newly liberated by 
Grove Press. 


Tropic of Cancer was a lovely, 
healthy, hilarious book and therefore 
no good for jerking off. Happily, 
though, with it came the catalog from 
the unsavoury little porn depot (not 
Grove) through whose ad I had 
ordered it. The catalog itself was 
prime jerk-off stuff, printed in evoca- 
tive red type, with several dozen ques- 
tionable offerings complete with in- 
dividual drooling synopses and 
provocative illustrations. So I started 
socking away some good stuff, hiding 
it in among the science fiction, to 
which I had graduated from Donald 
Duck. 


At one time I must have been on 
fifty mailing lists, including Ralph 
Ginzberg’s, who charged that it was 
my duty as a ‘sophisticated, intelligent 
urban male’, to subscribe to EROS. 
Since I was nothing more than a 
sweaty-handed callow teenager from 
Crary Mills, I knew right away it 
was just a shuck. 

Then . . . Then I met The Girl, and 
quit jerking off for ever and all. Who 
wants to jerk off when he can tug 
on his white jeans and take his girl 
to the movies of a Friday night and 
neck and feel her up and grope 
around on the back porch at mid- 
night when it’s twelve below and he’s 
gotta hitchike ten miles home yet 
under the icy moon in the wind... . 
Wow, fellas! Ah Nancy, the changes 
you put me through! Believe it or not, 
I quit jerking off for years! It wasn’t 
until I got through nearly two years 
of college, through Joyce and Kant 
and Heidegger and Sartre and Kier- 
kegaard, and a year starving in New 
York and Beckett and Proust and 
then Tim Leary and acid and grass 
and all other types shit too cumber- 
some to mention, that I got back to 
ole Alistair Crowley and that whole 
trip again. Since then, this whole 
porn thing has really proliferated, 
and if I have here established my 
credentials satisfactorially, next week 
—the Decency Crusaders permitting 
一 TI start off with some really good 


parts! E 


rushing over phrases said 
on false pretense 
sunday evenings 

shared and yet no one 
talked of when or where or 
how but made commitments 
only in veiled illusions of 
masturbated hopes prolonged 
sadly in the false 

obligations of a friend 

now retreating for he 

ment not to allow 

a bond to develope in his 
kindness he enclosed 

even when he noticed 
uncertainty in him he hurt 
perhaps he had not understood 
yet how could he not see 

or could he and not care 
under other stars he might have 
гап no more yet 

many others people 

invited what he saw 

now he cannot wound again 
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